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INTRODUCING  PARIS AT FIVE O' CLOCK IN THE EVENING
rHEN Louis Bastide finally found himself in the rue Lamarck, run-out, trembling with tiredness, his heart beating too fast, his hoop close up against him - he was leaning on it, tucked under his armpit, and he could feel the pliant wood yielding under him - the darkness was beginning to emerge out of all the density, through all the fissures, of the most thickly populated city in the world. Midway between earth and sky the elements of twilight merged into one another little by little, as the murmurs of a crowd do ; and if, away up there, the silver and gold light of October 6th still sang, it was only to itself. Paris had ceased to listen to it.
Outside the porch of the Sacre-Cceur Church, provincials, foreigners, new arrivals, watched Paris being submerged by the waves of darkness and had her monuments pointed out to them. Others, far away, were leaving the dome of the Pantheon, the towers of Notre-Dame; or found themselves bekted on the stairs of the Eiffel Tower, chilled to the bone with wind and void. From the balcony of his studio in the rue Caulaincourt, one artist watched the northern suburbs foundering, with their factories, their columns of smoke, the white puffs of locomotives as far away as the slopes of Pierrefitte. Another, through a dirty, cracked window, on the top floor of an old house on the left bank, enjoyed a very remarkable view of chimney-pots and gable-ends.
Knife-board  omnibuses   passed   one another on the